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BILLY TAKES THE CAKE. 


“That Billy will have something very serious to answer for some day there can be no doubt. His appetite at times is positively dangerous, and I 
shall not at all be surprised to hear of his eventually becoming a cannibal. Happening to arrive at the Mildeweries on the Gth, just as Papa was starting 
to fetch a few of the girls to his Twelfth Night celebration, and Ma being ill in bed, Billy suygested that he should remain to take care of the Twins 
and cake. Unfortunately, Papa acceded to this request, only to find on his return the cake gone, Billy fast asleep, and the Twins squalling.”—Toortsix. 


WE NEVER KNOW OUR BEST FRIENDS. ON BOARD THE “BETSY.” 


—_~— 


for the murder of four of his crew, but acquitted. 


from tension. The deck was deeply covered with snow, 


of New Jersey, most of them sticking in the mud.” 


uard the premises, calves— muses, gratefully. 


i 


AT the Admiralty Sessions, held at the Old Bailey on 
December 17th, 1770, David Ferguson, master of the mer- 
chant ship Betsy, then bound from Virginia to Antigua, was 
tried for the murder of his cabin-boy, who was about thir- 
teen years of age, He had previously, at Virginia, been tried 


The Betsy sailed from Virginia in the depth of winter, 
“when the cold, it is said, is intense toa degree of which 
Englishmen have hardly a conception.” Heavy falls of 
snow succeed each other day after day. The shrouds and 
rigging were encrusted with ice, and they often snapped 


We read, “A shocking instance of the effects of these 
sudden snowstorms on the coast of America happened to 
the officers of the Assistance, lying off Sandy Hook, in 1784, 
Six deserters jumped into the yawland pushed off for shore, 
A boat, containing twelve officers and a seaman, who fol- 
lowed in pursuit, were caught ina sudden snowstorm, aud 
all except one were next morning found dead on the beach 


It is stated that at that period seamen, whose extrava- 
gance in harbour had deprived them of the means of laving 
Ww in an allowance of spirits and tobacco, grew clamorous to 

Vorserhalf never entertained any strong affec- But since the day when, with much ener j the captain for those articles, and did their duty reluctantly 
5 Be 3 £ . y 5 ey He has spent every halfpenny of his pocket-money in bon: : i ’ Hi : wen 

on for the dog his wife insisted on keeping to and business-like ferocity, it attacked Mrs, W.’s “There is mich a thing an enlerialuiag an angel aan yarea? ts if denied them. On several occasions it seemed that Cap- 
tain Ferguson had great difficulty in keeping order. How- 


Aseaqgr] ysniig *uL fs) 


7 


ever, there can be little doubt that he was a cruel raffian, Tt was 
at the trial proved that he had frequently beaten the boy in far too 
severe ao manner for his tender years to bear, and that he had 
knocked him down and then stamped upon him, After this bar- 
barous usage, he continued him for nearly an hour upon deck to the 
weatherside of the long boat, when the weather was so severe that 
ed the deck and the shrouds were snapping, and that 
in pushed him down and trod upow him with both his feet. 
poor child did not complain of the effects of this usage until 
eleven o'clock at night, and the next day he fell into the held, and 
was missing five hours when he was found dead upon the ballast. 

In his defence, Ferguson proved the distress his ship was in from 

% 2 alof whom 
he was obliged to force to their duty. Ttalse ¢ “d that many 
vessels at sea with the Lrftsy, on the coast of America, had several 
of their crews frost-bitten. of which, (urning te gangrene, they 
died. ‘The inference attempted ty be made was, that the frost 
killed the cabin-boy. 

Some respectable merchants gave Ferguson a good character for 
integrity and humanity ; but the jury fouud him guilty, and the 
sentence of death was passed upon him. 

Cousiderable interest was made to obtain the Royal mercy, and, 
a circumstance seldom granted to murderers, and thoh only wher 
some doubts arose in the mind of the Privy (*oimneil onthe case, he 
received a respite, No doubt he thought then that his life had 
been spared, but it was not so. On January 4th, 1771, eighteen 
days after his conviction, the warrant for his execution arrived, 
and the next day, attended by the Marshal of the Admiralty, 
carrying “the silver oar,” he was taken from Newgate to Execution 
Dock, and there hanged, His bedy was alterwards hung in chains 
upon the marshes of the River Thames, He was but in his tweuty- 
sixth year, 

. e * . . e 
OME Noos. 

evelinee, i regrett to sai, iss nott walkin inn the strait parf. she 
refoose too be a bloo ribboner. mee and billium catch er att the 
caik shopp in batsy park inn the ac off chaingin off a six d. to bi 
chery brandi. wee arr a-thinkin off laing outt off this sum, snatcht 
from the burnin, in good books. 

(Nert week,“ Cutting and Maiming.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


eS 

*°,° Correspondents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclosea stamped enrclope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Vo not inclose loose stamps, 


Really quite a wonder, RONALD; We've returned it as desired, 
With that wild ambition, Sapper, Alerandry's breast ia fired. 
Very much obliged, A Reader. Try another, PLS. J. “Don't 
insult the Ancient, WickLow, Jn that very open way. Sketch will 
be returned, M188 MARSHLAND, If you sent the needful stamps, 
Nothing of the sort, ENQUIRER, Leer SLOPER'S ardour damp. 
Sorry, REX, we cannot tell yous; Probably about a pound, We 
have got the last one, SIGNET, Rut the first was never found, 
SLOPER'S thanks for present, Wertit; It shall be preserved with 
care. MRS. 8, ta wratchful, Jessin, And the Ancient hardly dare. 
Absolutely last, SUBSCRIBER. Thanks for kindly note, F. BRIGHT. 
Call and see the Ancient, Preppy, It will give him keen delight. 
Out of print, we fancy, CRuMBO, — UVaelcss to ua, ARTUUR PRATT. 
Quile a festive erening, Tureen. Were you all as bad as that? 

——— 
“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper inthe World, 


Forwarded taany part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
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In Stamps ov P.O.O08 payable te GALBERT DALZIEL, 
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On sale at all: Kioxques and Booksellers’, at 20 Centimes, or by 
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—£150— 


Will be paid to the nert-of-hin of any Man, Woman, Boy. or Girl 
(Railway Serrants on duty excepted), who shail happen to mect 


with his or her death in a Railway Accident, in-any part. of 


the United Kingdom, PROVIDED a copy of the eurrent iene of 
“ALLY SLOPER'S HALE-HOLIDAY” be found upon the Deevased at 
the time of the Acetient, “ALLY SLovER’s HALFE-HOLIDAY" is 
published throughout the United Kingdom every Thursday morn- 
ing at 8 o'clock, and the Insurance lasts one week from that time, 
expiring at 8 welock the following Thursday morning. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—— 
' lit Sharpshins, They say that the Queen used to sing beauti- 
ully, 

Mr, Sharpshins, Oh, 1 can quite believe that. 

Mrs, Sharpshins, Why?) You've never heard her, have you? 

Mr, Sharpshins. No. Vout it isa well-known fact that when she 
first came to the throne she was a regular knightung girl—uightin- 
gale—see? Oh, don't. e¢ 

* 

SoME men can live well and freely and fast for all. He must 
have loved her, for he had actually 2» Kodak photo taken of the 
oyster sheli from which she had taken up the harmless luxury on 
the tip of her curly tongue. ss 

s 


Stubbs, 1 hear Colonel North is an immensely wealthy man, 
Blubbs, Yes. Why, even his books are printed with pearl and 
diamond type. . 
Stubbs. Lor! He's quite a nonpareil, isn't he? 
so ¢ 
* 


‘TIS not, you know, on boards alone 
Drninatic artists draw the gaper; 
Besides the drawing-boards, youl! own 
They very often draw on * paper.” 
. nd 


s 

“ARE you related to Mr. Jones?" “No, T cannot say exactly 
that Lam; but my first cousin Matilda's sister-in-law, once lent 
him a hairpin to tweak outa winkle with, and when he pinched 
her on the arm, she save him an Exeter Hall concert ticket asa 
sign of mutual acquaintance.” Thus the world wags and bustles 
too—we mean skirts. *. 

* 

Lord Bob, What is the matter, MR. SLOPER? You appear to 
be somewhat excited. 

Ally, Why, it is that infer—beg pardon, I mean that—er—er 
neighbour of mine. The villain has trained his dog to bark at me 
whenever | approach the fence. 

Lord Bob (after a eritical surrey of the aneient Wreek), 
Humph! Do you think he required training to do that? 

es 


s 
AND when the winter frost comes on, young loveliness gavoltes 
pon the ice, and sometimes it misses its tip and falleth down, nnd 
then the handsome pomade Hongroised swell remarks: “The ice 
must have hurt vou.” And then the fair one squarketh forth : 
“It wasn't the bloomiu’ ice, but J sat down onthe tipof my skate.” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Mies Sloper. 
No, 454—The “ Panto, Sprite” Costume. 
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from the station, “so ‘tis.” “Then all 
Cooling his heels. With the ther-| I can say is, that stone must have been 
mometer at 26 decrees, | thrown from a sling.” 


* You know that gentleman there, George?” “Yes: a sort of acquaintance.” 


“How do vou mean 2" "Oh, we're both eng: lto the same virl” 


When he says, “I'm going over 

___SEASONABLE. the road: any orders, Miss’" you 
_In Toving Memory of the Christmas | might think she wonld reply." Bring 
Festivities, Respectfully dedicated to | meacup of sparkling wine.” But 
those of our readers who Participated in | she doesn’t. She saya, * Yes, Tom- 
the jinks of Yule, my. a pint of Cooper.” 


pa. 


Heated Traveller, 1 thonght you 
said this street was only a stones throw 


[Saturday, January 7, 1893, 


Friend, What's the matter, old man? you look puzzled. 
Licensed Victualler, Jam. I'm trying to work out which j, 
most profitable—selling my beer as it comes from the Brewers o; 
mixing liquor aud patent finings with it, 

Friend, Why, mixing it with liquor in the usual way, of course, 

Licensed Victualler, Then customers only have a pint or so to 
quench their thirst, and don't care for any more, 

Friend, Sell it pure, then, 

Licensed Victualler, Then ubout a couple of quarts make the 
beggars drunk, and they can’t drink any more. Qh, it’s a puzzle, 
[tell you, “ 


THE EMINENT on the job can seldom find an equal. He has 
complained lately that there are no lifts in the New Law Courts, 
Climbing up them stairs is a bit too much, he says, I sat down so 
often on the stone edges of the steps, that I have had to borrow 
the Chief Justice's wig for a stufting for my arm-chair cushion, 
Why can’t SLOPER be persuaded to leave the law alone? 
7s 


s 
I vsED to call her angel, and glad to own 
She had no wings to fly to heavenly climes; 
But one might think since then those wings had grown, 
To see the way she ilies at me these times, 


Poor old lady, she was very deaf, and no mistake about it. She 
sit opposite the fort at Southsea, when the waves were rushing on 
the beach. H.M.S. Gorgy Punter was lying in the Solent, and 
fired off, in salute, a blank cartridge one-hundred-ton gun, and 
then that dear old lady exclaimed: “Flossie is a naughty, bad 
girl, but her ma is a great deal too cruel for giving her one as hard 
ue that.” *\° 


‘Arry. Hello, Sal, I hear yer've lorst Bill? He went orf sudden 
like, didn't he? 

Sally, Wy, no, not altergether suddent. Larst Saterdy as was a 
week, e couldn't eat ‘is welks, and [ knoo’e must be bad, and so 
‘e was, for ’e was took unex’ dy, and ‘e died quite comferble on the 
Toosdy, *,* 


Hoofs. When the snow comes I shall get a pair of slippers to 
wear at the office. 

Snapper. Then you'd better order them at once, old man, 

Houfs, Why? 

Snapper. Well, you see, of course they will have to be made to 
order, and if you don’t order them soon, the winter will be all 
over before they will have time to build them. 

oe [Lscapes with his life. 
s 


ALLY SLOPER was walking down Fleet Street the other after- 
noon ayn-in-arm with Lord Bob, when McGooseley, catching sight 
of his chief, yelled out, “ Hallo, old cock !"" “ Do you allow that?” 
inquired Lord Bob, disgustedly. “ My dear boy,” replied the Old 
Man, philosophically, “in the condition in which he is iv, 1 am 
only thankful that he did not mistake me for a hen.” 


* 
Stranger, What is the fare to Euston Station? 
Honest Cabby. Well, it d’pends, sir, 
Stranger. Oh, what does it depend upon? 
Honest: Cabby. Why, sir, if yer ‘ranges with me it’s aitenpence, 
but if yer don’t, it’s two bob. + 


Out of sight, out of mind, 
Is, F think you will find, 
A saw that is quite far from right. 
I think you will find 
That the girl most in mind 
Is the girl who is just out of sight.” 


* 

The Emanent, Let nobody sucerat Tkey Mo. in future with 
regard to his dishonesty, 

Hon, Billy. What's he done? 

The Eminent, He was going down Petticoat Lane Jast Saturday 
night and somebody gave him a smack alongside the head. 

Ton, Billy, Well? 

The Eminent (triumphantly). Well sir, he actually returned the 
blow, *\* 


Mrs. Snoozer, John, there’s somebody getting in at the larder 
window, Get up and see. 

Mr. Snoozer (tuu-thirds asleep). Only—cat. 

Mrs. Snoozer, Oh no, John, “Vo go down and see what it is’ 
It isn’tthe cat, 

Mr, Snoozer (half asleep). Imagination, Don't worry—only 
the wind. 

Mrs. Snovzer. Oh, do go down, John! Tm sure it’s burglars ! 

Mr. Snoozer (one-third asiecp), Vf you're sure it’s” burglars, 
there's nu necessity for me to Bo dow nianud see. Good-night, dear, 


* 

ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS.—ALLY SLOPER begs to inform 
Sponger, Limekiln, Svipe and twenty-seven other correspondents 
that the humorous paragraph respecting habitual drunkards which 
appeared ina recent number of the IL.-11, was not intended toapply 


tu them, os 
a 


THE waiter had grossly neglected him during dinner, and had 
not even assisted him on with his coat afterwards, but as he was 
going out, he came up ina semi-contident way, and said “Gentle- 
men generally give the waiter a tip, sir.” “So will 1," exclaimed 
the enraged customer, and he gave him the tip of his toe with 
such energy that the waiter went up three inches off the ground, 

ss PErtract Jrom London Letter, 
* 

Robinson, Wallo, Chimpansy. How are you? T met Cheeks this 
morning, and he said you were the ugliest chap he'd ever seen. 

Chimpansy. What?) The impertinent scoundrel | The— 

Robinson, Oh, but | made him acknowledge his error. 

Chimpansy. Ab, that was like a friend! What did you say? 

R. binson, Why, L reminded him of a man we had seen once after 
a gunpowder explosion who'd lost his nose, and half his chin, and 
one lip, and a bit of his forehead, and he acknowledged he'd made 
a mistake. Ta-ta, oldman! No, | can't stop, thanks; lmina hurry, 

s* 
. 
| It woul@seem that they who lead 
| Christian lives should win the meed 
| Of all Christians’ approbation ; but one shivers 
i To reflect that, after all, 
| ‘Tis the heathen cannibal 
Who appreciates most keenly Christian livers. 
ss 
. 

AH, said’ Mrs. Spillikins, you never can know what the British 
| husband really is until you have thoroughly sifted him, 1 think 
| Spillikins must have been well on the job the other night. Fora 

wonder, he came in quite quietly and stealthily from the Smoker. 

He must have had a few whiskies on, because, when he breat hed 

through the banister rails, bless my heart! if E didn’t: think 

that a gas escape hat been on for hours in the kitchen, and [ sent 

Selina down to turn it off at the main! People should not mix 

their drinks, “* 


Orerheard at the Junior Scribblers’ Club, , 
Blue Ink. Wow de do, my boy 2?) Vm in awful hurry—ean’t step 
Just looked in to let you know that I'm going over to Paris for 4 
month, 
Red Ink. Very good of you, fm sure, old man, but T don’t se 
what pressing necessity there was for you to put yourself out t 
let us know that, . 
| Blue Ink (a trifle confused), Well, you see—er—hum—there a4 
County Court judgment out against me for thirty days to Holle- 
way, and I thought that if 1 didn’t explain my absence, peop.” 
might make nasty ill-natured remarks, don't you know, 


She 

on 
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und 
bad 
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the 


Saturday, January 7, 1898.) 
TOOTSIE AT “LIBERTY HALL.” 


THOMAS PURNELL (Q), in writing his “ Dramatists of the Present 
Day,” and treating of what he terms “the tea-cup-and-saucer 
drama," suy8, 
“Mr. Robertson 
is a realist; the 
artificial and 
ideal he eschews. 
I cannot say we 
do not want the 
commonplace 
artistically re- 
presented onthe 
stage, for it finds 
an appreciative 
publie; 1 can 
only express my 
surprise that 
people pay to 
hear other men 
say behind foot- 
lights what they 
hear in their 
own houses,” 

This is some- 


what exagger- 
ated. Tt is met 


everyone whe 
hears the pretty 
and humorous 
and pathetic 
things poor Tom 
Robertson's 
plays were filled 
with, It is a 
wonder that 
some of them are 
not as often revived as Jt's Never Too Late to Mend and The Silver 
King, for that an audience wants that sort of thing, the success of 
Liberty Hall at the St. James's goes to prove, as does also the 
never-waning popularity of Byron's Our Boys, which is still draw- 
ing crowded and delighted houses, By the way, no lover of true 
art should neglect to see David James's highly-tinished portraiture 
of the tender-hearted butterman—a study which, wonderfully 
good as it was at first, he has even greatly improved upon; and 
now Perkyn Middlewick may be pronounced nature itself, 

R. C. Carton, the author of Liberty Hall, was seemingly of my 
Opinion as to a Robertson-Byron play being wanted, and George 
Alexander, happily, was of the same way of thinking. Hence, 
many of the class that wept and laughed in the happy old Prince 
of Wales’ days up the Tottenham Court Road will crowd to see 
this simple, pleasing story told at a theatre nearer themselves, 

To give the plot of 
the play will, I think, 
not cause the reader 
to be less anxious to see 
the play itself. So here 
yonare. Marion Terry 
and Maude Millett are 
the daughters of a 
baronet who is the pos- 
sessor of Chilworth 
Manor. The baronet 
dies, and leaves the 
children nothing to live 
on, but trusts to the 
generosity of the new 
proprietor of the home 
und lands to provide 
for thei. 

The new proprietor, 
strange to say, agrees 
right off, but the 
patrician, though pen- - 
hiless, maidens, scorn- 
the offer of George 
Alexander, the usurper, 
and determine to go 
and live with their 
uncle, Edward Righton, 
the old bookbuyer of 
Bloomsbury. After 
them follows the right- 
ful heir, who, having 
fallen in love with Marion, turns up disguised as a commerci:! 
traveller, and takes lodgings in Righton’s house, 

Here. much unlike what as a rule is done by parties on the 
stage, and accepted without question by the audience, * The wrong- 
ful heir” makes himself as azreeadle as possible in all ways, bu: 
se particularly, perhaps, when helping to prepare tea and had- 

uck, 

Is there a portion of the upper veneered, | wonder, who class 
with the whelk, cockfe and winkle—nay, even the succulent, if 
comparatively speaking, inexpeusive haddock?) Why should 
the haughty oceupant of the luxurious stall smile loudly at 
the name of haddock?) | can’t think. How is it some eatable- 
and drinkables are thought to be by the high-toned, elastic-sided 
bootish, vulyar and conmnon?) What crime has the shrimp com- 
mitted that he should rank so low down behind the prawn!) Why 
iu the dazzling halls of light should tripe be 


Blanche Chilworth: 
MARION TERKY. 


Mr. Owen: 
GEORGE ALEXANDER, 


William Todman: EDWARD RIGHTON, 


gin! Of all spirits. 
why should this one be 
universally voted.“ vul- 
gar”? Vulgar on what 
account?) — Because it 


ually eat) vulgar, come 
mon bread and cheese 
nnd onions? 

But to the plot. 
Maude has also a lover, 
which his nanre is Ben 
Webster; hut he is fier 
from meaning honour- 
able, and he asks Maude 
to elope with him, 
Maude saying “No” 
seems very much to 
mean “Yes,” when 
George Alexander, at 
the very nick of time, 
saves lovely woman 
from stooping to fo ly. 
Unfortunately, though, 
sister Marion at. first 
finding them late at 
night with their heads 
very close together, 
mistakes George's mo- 
tive, and is very jealous, 
The Hon. Gerald Harringay: Things right themselves, 

BEN WEBSTER. of course, and all ends 
: happily. 

The title, Liberty Hall—not a good one, | think —is chosen 
because the bookseller's back parlour is so called. 

The acting of all concerned is splendid, and the applause 
thoroughly sympathetic. 

You should go to the St. James's as soon as ever you can, 


Amu Chilworth: 
.Maupr MILLETT. 


provocative | 
of the sneer?) 9 And | 


is now and again drunk 
by people who habit- | 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


“ABOON HIS MIGHT.” 
HARD to believe, strange to perceive. 
Are the deeds by the “strong man” done; 
He a hansom tich over his head cau heave, 
And an omnibus lift like fun. 
He can lift Sir Hugo, La Fldche or Orme, 
He can lift the most ponderous log ; 
But a feat that the strong man cannot perform 
Js to lift a black London fog. 


That mighty man can uproot, it’s said, 
The most stubborn tree that grows, 
Or uproot the unwieldiest rock from the bed 
OF its long undisturbed repose. 
But he cannot uproot, though with strength so blest, 
From the soul of a tortured one 
The remorseful memory, decp impressed, 
Of a crime upon impulse done, 


He can raise in his arms, can that champion bold, 
Quite a number of dainty dears ; 

He can raise huge mountains—of bright red gold, 
And huge torrents—of deafening cheers, 

He ea raise a horse, he can raise a cart, 
But he hasn't the power—ah, no !— 

To raise «man with « broken heart 
From the depths of despair aud woe, 


—_—_—_—->—__—. 


THE NAUGHTY-BIOGRAPHY OF ALLY SLOPER. 


(Written by himself, with passing observations and footnotes 
by his friends and relations.) 


CHAPTER XL, 


THE old year has come to an end, and I hope and safely trust 
that the Old Man is we!l to the fore. 

(The fore, indeed ; he is always well enough on to the “Threes,” 
or even to the * Twos.” That is his weakness, but he never owns 
up to it. Give SLOPER his threepenny worth and he is happy. Stop 
away from it, and he would sell a County Court writ to buy a 
dress improver for a decayed rentievoessn. Moo) 

Ah, my friends, you have no idea as to what | think of the 
yemiug year, At one time it was full of hopes and joys, and | 
thought that everything would go smoothly with me, 

I have tried to better myself during the past year. [ have made 
many good and excellent resolutions. I have scorned Irish, and | 
have taken a sight against Scotch. But what matters if the Old 
Man with his old principles always comes in? Human nature is 
sr ae disgusting ! 

(If should think that human nature was very disgusting, when 
you see the Old Man in the morning putting a Seidlitz powder on 
his great-coat back, and crying over it so as to make it fizz and 
take away every stain of the powder of somebody that he has 
hugged. You can think that human nature is deceitful and dis- 
Rueine. He knows how many beans inake five—he isn’t exactly 
auew laid egg,and he wasn’t born a quarter of a Blue Pig pork pie 
yesterday.—I KEY Mo.) 

Yet I have got a conscience and reflect carefully on the year that 
has gone by. I think everything in a way that no one would give 
me credit for. This forthcoming year | have made up my mind 
that I will no longer sit in the stalls with a double-breasted opera- 
yinss and gaze at the ankles of the fair. SLOPER intends to be 
uw new man altogether, SLOPER lays his hand ven his heart, and 
says, “Let the world be good, and SLOPER will be good--SLOPER 
stands by his friends!" 

(Of all the bally lies that were ever told, this is about the half- 
quartern and something over. Stand by his friends, indeed! He 
never stands anybody, and, as a rule, he is so beastly bad, that he 
would much sooner clutch hold of a lamp-post, than have his friend 
and protector lead him to a growler to tuck him up nicely under 
the seat.—McG. once more). 

My friends, as the New Year is here, let us be good! Let us be 
virtuous, and let us never forget that we are British citizens with 
the water-rate in prospective. 

(Te be continued next week. ) 


——_—-_.-—— - 


LOVE: ON AND OFF. 

MADGE is the Princess Charming, 

With gowns of the gayest of tints, 
With jewels and silks alarming ; 

And Poll is the Pantomime Priuce. 
Lill they and coo together 

Like very affectionate doves, 
Seeming in best of feather; 

Behold their theatrical loves! 


Madge has some lovers zealous, 
And Polt has those lovers as well. 
Joth are extremely jealous— 
As off it is easy Co tell, 
Mashed are they both the boys on— 
(Who send them: both flowers and gloves)— 
Ilating each other like poison ; 
And these are their everyday loves! 


Love off the stage and on it 

Are two very different things, 
Like, though, a lady's bonnet, 

They both seem provided with “ wings.” 
On, it is smiles and kisses, 

And off it is “language” and shoves; 
Sorry to fe you that this is 

The way with professional loves. 

ee 


TOO HORRIBLE. 

Mrs. White. How are you, dear? So pleased to see you. T've 
only ran in for half a minute positively, T heard you'd refused the 
rich Mr, Smith, and he’s so nice and old too, can't last long! I 
coutdn’t understand it, so | thought I'd try and spare just one 
minute to ask you all about it 

Mrs, Black (a socicty widow), He did propose, dear, but of 
course | couldn't accept him. | wonder vou didn't think of it. 
Just fancy! L should have been Mrs, Black-Smith ! 

[General chorus—oh-h-h-h-heh 11! 
ee ee 


A LITTLE SCIENCE. 

IT is cheering to read on such short aud cheerless days as these 
that the further the moon recedes from the earth the fonger will 
our days become. And one bright genius—from the amount of 
time he seems to have had on his hands in which to practice 
abstruse mathematical problems, we should think he must have 
been a Government rave 4 when not actually engaged in the genius 
busivess—has calculated that in one hundred and forty millions of 
years’ time our days will be fourteen hundred hours long apiece. 
Although this will obviously be magnificent for the boys who hire 
hoats and whose best girls get a “day off" at the millinery estab- 
lishment, it will be proportionately “rough” on the one-pair 
brotherhood, aptly described by many a shoemaker on a card in 
his window, which runs, “Gentlemen leaving their boots to be 
soled and heeled in the morning can have them again in the even- 
ing.” But there will be other startling resulte. The London, 
Chatham and Dover Company will at last be able to get to Mar- 
gate and back ina day ; and the poor wretched felon in the dock, 
when given “fourteen days’ hard,” will probably ask the magistrate 
to commute his sentence to one of “death ;" and the Sunday 
morning sermon, of nearly five hundred hours, few of us will stay 
for the “usual collection.” But, never mind, there'll be plenty of 
time, the evening before Quarter Day, to bring round the van and 
yet the “sticks ” out, and, to march with the times, as he has ever 
done, A. SLOPER will have to make 2 more stupendous penn'orth 
than ever of his “ IALP-HoLt bay." 


Ce 


_* 


A BARGAIN. 


—_— 


THROUGH the blackness of the night a ship was <peeding across 
the tndian Ocean, her furnace tire sending up from her funnels 
lurid shafts of fire, 
above which dense 
volumes of brown 
smoke rolled stern- 
wards, 

A man wrapped 
in an ulster, for the 
night chill had suc- 
ceeded the intoler- 
able heat, paced the 
deck. 

He stumbled 
Against a prostrate 
form, a man, 
crouched in’ the 
shadow of the cabin 
hatches, groaning. 

“Why are you 
whining there, like 
a whipped cur!" he 
asked. 

“Because Tam 
the poorest man in 
the world,” 

“Tell me, how 
poor are you!" 

“Lo have not a 
pice in my pockets, 

am working my 
way to Sumatra be- 
fore the mast, I 
have gambled with the Lascars who form the crew, and have lost 
all my pay. When we reach port, | shall land absolutely destitute.” 

“IL like contrasts,” said Derrick Gilmore; “here is one. You 
are the poorest, | am the richest man | have known, I have 
thousands of acres of English land, tens of thousands in the 
American prairies, To meet a poor devil like you makes me feel 
richer.” 

It made the poor devil feel poorer, 

“Ohé! ohé!” the Lascars screamed. The wind howled; the 
waves boomed and thundered as they swept her decks ;- the 
furnaces hissed and shrieked as the seas flooded and extinguished 
them, The ship, so vast a thing to men, was but as a_tiny play- 
thing to the wrathful ovean, that lifted and dropped and flung and 
caught, that broke and crunched aud tore and ehiried her, 

There was a rush for the boats. There was but room for one 
man more in the last of them, The richest man and the poorest 
rushed for it. At the davits they wrestled and fought who should 
reach it. They 
twined like 
striving ser- 
pents ; fell like 
them in a coil 
from the bul- 
warks to the 
> deck. The boat 
was gone and 
they were left— 
the sole living 
freight of the 
doomed vessel, 

Crash went 
the ill-fated ves- 
sel on a hidden 
reef, that tore 
her battered 
sides as though 
good oak and 
iron were but 
cardboard, Her 
stern settled 
down into the 
water, but she 
did not quite 
sink, for the 
jagged rocks 
that tore her 
held her, and 
up through the 
seething caul- 
dron of white. 
water peered her bowe. Clinging to the jib-boom like pare , but 
helpless as rats, crouched the rick man and the poor, while over 
both the great seas swept ever and anon, And yet, twelve hours 
later, that sea shone calm as a pond in the yellow glare of au 
Indian sun. 

“ Misfortune is a leveller,” said the rich man; “Tam as poor as 
you, For of what.avail are these?" And he fingered the wallet, 
stuffed with stock and scrip and notes, that he had chaived to his 
belt. 

“You are poorer,” said the other, “for in a few days we shall be 
dying of thirst, and | havea tlask of water.” 

It was even so, The sun rose in the sky like an angry God, and 
scorched them even in the hours of early morning, At the meri- 
dian he blazed down on them till they had to hide. . 

“T will give you a thousand pounds for that tlask of water,” said 
the rich man thickly. The poor man Inughed aloud, 

“Ten, twenty, a hundred thousand pounds for your flack of 
water,” cried the poor rich wretch ; but the other laughed again. 

The poor man had drunk one-half the contents of the bottle, 
when, looking beyond the rich one, his features suddenly lit up. 
He was about to 
spenk, but 
checked himself. 

“L will give 
you all! "esaid 
the other, whim- 
pering like a 
child, 

“But if we 
were rescued, how 
should [ prove 
my title?” he 
suid, 

“They are cur- 
rency, the notes ; 
and these bonds 
are payable to 
bearer. See, 
have an ink 
pencil. [ will 
write across this 
pitiful thousand 
pound note a 
statement that I 
freely give you 
all.” 

“Come, then,” 
said the other, 
Ile clutched the 
wallet chain and 
all, and fastened 5 E 
them around him. The other seized the flask and drained it. 

Then the rich man, who had been so poer, but nad sold water a5 
such a price, lenped to his feet and eried.— 

“Asnil! Sailho!t Ahov,ahov. ahov! ; : 

And to-day that man is robed in purple and fine tinen 


A man, crouched in the shadow. | 


“T will give you a thousand pounds for it.” 


“A sail!” 
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ARTISTIC. AN EXCUSE. 


| 
“ Our marriage is broken off,dear. My 
intended will not accept my proposal 
She, ivi T rearmble one yon adore? “So yon have been dancing with that cad, Flashpot, while I've oly tetllnteg et i og Pranic 
He, ‘Vie re-emblance is striking. i pe been to get your ie!” : 9 Teast beat 
She. Now, really, who ean it be ¢ Art may he long, but it isn’t warm. ~ Well, dear, 1 thought I would get warmed up so as to enjoy with one man a lifetime.”—Ectruct from 


Me. My mother, when Twas a bow, { Mattered curses on the state of the weather, the ice.” Letter of Young Lady. 


pein aa ee re eee DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—SIR ANDREW CLARK, Bart. 


of her trieuds whose portrads have not yet been inserted, 


TOOTSIE’S FRIENDS. 


——_ 
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, you been doing with yourself? Go and consult Sir Andrew Clark at once!" Of 

v course, he suid he would, and didi't, but began doctoring himself, and got worse. In 

“Tis true that since the tivantic sale of ‘fact, hejwas returming from the chemist’s with a bottle of cod-liver oil, a Seidlitz 

“CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS" he tas been able to pay out the broker's n h, open i @ leeches in his ec ull poekes when he met Tressel, the great 


the windows, and let out the odour reminding one of damp omnibus blended with | Battersea co-operative undertaker, ir. SLOPE!" gasped that worthy tradesman. 
that of stale shag that that individual had left as an evanescent sonvenir of his “My dear sir, vou have given me quite a turn, You do look bad. Permit me, while 
Visit, and, as he breathes the free air, clasp his wife to his bosum and declare he can there is yet time. — (3) My card!" The Wreck cast his blood-shot eve over the { 
once again look his fellow-men in the face. But let a man be ever so free, he can't black-edyed pasteboard :“* Families waited on at their own homes, Coffins manufac- 


No. 268,—Miss KATIE ConEN feel comfortable while dyspepsia is gnawing at his vitals. ‘The fact is, what with the | tured while you wait—correct measurement.” “This is the last straw,” he sighed, 

s « i re Te : hes are 2 exertions connected with the “CURISTMAS HOLIDAYS" as a publication, and ditto and at once took Mr. Gludstone’s advice ——(4) Sir Andrew Clark felt his pulse, 
Oh, Kate! oh, Kate! thon art my fate, ~- The Dook Snook. ditte us a feast, A, SLOPER was reiuecd to chippiness. He felt bad, and looked it. | looked at his tongue, sounded him with a vuleanite post-horn, and asked him em- 
© This heart pulsutes for thee, sweet maid, alone, dy" What you want.” said McGooseley, diving his head into A. SLOPER'S waisteoat, | barrassing questions relating to the domestic habits of the blne rat and pink spider. 


« ie —hord heb. “isa stimulant, oll cock.”"-—(2) © Great heaven {" said his friewl, Bill Gladstone, | ——(5) However, to make a lony story short, thanks to the treatment of the great 
Her beauty has bereft me of my reason, — The Hon, illu. | physician, A, SLOVER is now very well, thank you, 


looking well and hearty after his trip to Biarritz, “My dear Alexander, what Aace 


McNAB FIRST FOOTS. 


Se 


. (1) “Stop, backslider, nae first footin’ this day. Gan tae kirk at wauce.” (2) “Git oot o' ima way, ye spider-faced limpet.” (3) And McParritch said, “ Daresay the Meenester and the Elder hae been 


discussin’ a wee politics again, no doobt.” 


1088. Saturday, January 7, 1898.) ALLY SLOPER’'S HALF-HOLIDAY, 
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OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Confound this beastly fog !—it seems to be everywhere! You cannot possibly avoid it; under: | day :—Twelfth Night again, with lots of sport And partics of the good old sort :—After days ef 

ground or overground, it’s just the same—the Fog Fiend reigns triumphant, and, although an | weary waiting, Now's the time for outdoor skating :—If you would all avoid the Wak, Reneio 

unwelcome guest, seems likely to remain with us for some time. But let us proceed :—Rrd-handed your licenses this week :—The women, all, now take the place Of man in Life's long, weary race — 

scoundrels, once again They carry on their dread campaign :— Fenians four, we now here seer, Come Good old Twelfth Night again! What fun we used to have in the olden limes! but never again, 
out of prison with great glee i—Through fog and wintry weather they Enjoy their sport narcery Vin afraid. Meigho! such is fate '—THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


—»— eS == 


WHY, CERT’NLY! 


MEMBERS OF THE TOOTSIE SKATING CLUB. 
Tootsie says something has alw ays got to go when Mabel sits down, 


A NEW YEAR'S GIFT. 


His loving nieces hope.Uncle George will think of them when 
Lis tootstes are encased in the accompanying trifles, 


AN \K net A 
i \\ 


*T want sone new togs, but T can’t afford to buy any.” 


ba rou’ shoppi * wii girls'#"”" 
” Ab, gil watt you shoukin't have gos married, and then you I suppose you're too busy to come out s); pping ‘with a parcel of girls’? 
y Would have been able to dress like I do,” “T'm to be the string, eh ?—to prevent them all Salling cut." 


ZOO-ILLOGICAL STUDIES. 
The Laughing-Hycnallygator. 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—_—_-— 


GENTLE reader, are vou a skater? Have vou experienced the 
wild, keen thrill of excitement which the kuowledyge that it his 
been freezing like 
billy-oh for three or 
four days invariably 
engenders in the 
breasts of the true 
devotees of the grace- 
ful art!) Have you 
spent hours in clean: 
ing and grinding 
your skates, or per- 
chance invested a 
goodly sum in’ the 
purchase of an en. 
tirely new pair, looked 
forward with joyous 
expectation to the 
Morrow's — pristime, 
and woke up to find 
—athaw? And have 
you, too, upon ocea- 
sions When you have 
really managed to get 
Upon the jee, ever 
skated into a hole, or 
had your top) cont 
stolen, or sprained 
your ankle, or given a 
sweeper half a quid in 
the dork in mistake 
for sixpence, made an 
ignominious hash of 
your pet figure before 
your best girl, or— 
but why goon? Gentle reader, like ourselves and the genticmanu 
in the comic song, you have doubtless “been there before.” 


s 

Tur New Year's Dinner to 3300 poor children living in Brighton 
and Hove, given in The Dome and Corn Exchange on January Ist, 
was a big success. ‘This annual feast does great credit to the good 

ople who organise it; and, my conscience ! to see those kids 
eat. The Hon, Billy is Pecus anxious to know if new buns 
form part of the bill of fare. If so, he says, next year he shall 
weigh in as a destitute orphan, or something equatly touching. 


s 
“Kiss my eyebrow,” is the way Alexandry now addresses his 
father when the Old ‘Un requests him to run into the Sloper Arms 
and fetch him a two cold, It's well, perhaps, that we are so near 
the end of the century, “° 


WITH glass filled to the brim does A. SLOPER drink a prosperous 
and a Happy New Year to his uumerous readers, This toast 
especially applies to the fairsex, s 
to whom, as the whole world 
is possibly aware, he is espe- 
cially attached, and he has no 
doubt that both the attach- 
ment and the toast are heartily 
reciprocated, ‘This is not con- 
ceit, but the truth, and truth 
must out, as everyone knows. 
The New Year promises well— 
that is to say, so far as the 

rosperity of the “TALP- 
FiouiDay "is concerned, And 
A. SLOPER hopes that as great 
a success may be meted out to 
his readers ns he hopes to 
receive himself. = 


* 

CHARLIE COLLETTE, F.O.S., 
is going strony at Manchester 
with his own show, which he 
has been “tooting around” 
since the withdrawal of Cigar- 
ette. Apropos, this charming 
Opera goes on tour in’ the 
spring with a powerful caste, 
and of course Charlie in his 
original part as .Vicotine. The 
Irrepressible One sampled the 
Wassail at ALLY'S on Christ- 
mas Day, and kissed Tootsie, Tottie, Lardi, and Nellie under the 
mistletoe. Charles can be gay when he likes, 


« 

A. SLOPER has this day been pleased to confer the “Award of 
Merit” upon KING LOBENGULA OF MATABELE-LAND, because 
he's a Big Chief. “\say, Feyther,” gurgled the Heir Apparent to 
the Sloper Estates ; “you're a-goin’ of it with the ‘Awards, ain't 
yer?) Anyhow, Lobby’s a good ‘un, The only regret is, you don't 
take the framed Diplomey out to ‘is Ighness yourself. Provided 
a written agreement was made settlin’ the remooneration I should 
receive, | wouldn't mind hactin’ as your locum-tureens till you 
returned.” And the Mildewed One adjourned for a snifter, deeply 
impressed and fully convinced that Alexandry must, some day, 
inevitably sit on the Woolsack, | oe 


* 

Merny Islington is merrier than ever, and the World's Fair at 
the Agricultural Hall is the cause thereof, Chicago can ever 
hope to equal it, and A. SLOPER earnestly recommends a visit 
to all those desirous of a festive evening. 

* 


. 

Every plavgoer must feel a certain amount of gratification at 
seeing Mr. Edward Terry back againat his own pretty little theatre 
after his tour in the 

rovinces ; but it is to 
x sincerely regretted 
that no more suitable 
play vould have been 
found for him in whieh 
sto make his reappear: 
ance than Miss Florence 
Warden's Unele Mike. 
From his) many pre- 
vious successes, how- 
ever, it would, perhaps, 
have beer hardly pos- 
sible to have selected a 
more appropriate or 
welcome piece for re- 
vival than The Church- 
warden, which follows 
Cntle Mike at 9.30, and, 
with Mr. Terry in his 
original character, has 
the effeet of decidedly 
strengthening the bill. 

. 


* 

THE servants’ ban- 
quet and ball at 
AA AC lar 
wathic Es ix 
Matlock, which exame off on Jan. 2nd, was eraced by etre 
of A, SLOPER. The medical adviser to The Family seemed to think 
a little hydropathy would be as likely to remove the seasonable 
stains on A. SLOPER'S constitution as anything, Hence the Mat- 
lock pilgrimase, 


Na . et Vs oe as 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY 


ONCE again is the pantomime season upon us, and the festive 
am upou us from the 


chorus girl and the guileless “ extry laidy ” 
© procession,” 
Once again 
do the tine. 
honoured, 
musty, dust- 
encrusted 
wheezes pro- 
veke the au- 
dience to 
roars of hil- 
arity, and the 
unso phisti- 
cated country 
cousins suck 
oranges in 
the pit,whilst 
the merry 
school child 
smiles upon 
the scene 
fromafamily ¢ 
box. Pan- < 
tomime, thy 
tame is non 
sense, but 
thou art an 
English ine 
stitution, and 
as such, long, 
long may it 
be ere thou 
art submerged beneath the dark waters of Oblivion. 
. 


s 

LIKE the elderly lady members of the Brick Iane Ebenezer 
Temperance Association, “ Ally Sloper's Christmas Appeal Fund " 
is “swellin’ wisibly,” and A, SLOPER heartily thanks all who by 
their kindly aid have enabled him to cheer many asaddened heart, 
and stave off—for a time, at least—the pangs of hunger, of misery 
from scores of care-worn, poverty-stricken sufferers. Readers—you 
who have not yet contributed—spare a trifle towards this good 
work—a penny, @ shilling, hallerowin anything, according to 
your means, and rest content in the knowledge of having done 
your best to lessen the sorrow and suffering it Is the Eminent’s 
Christinas mission to in some way, alleviate. 


s 

THE Shifter of Sporting Times fame looks very rosy and 
juvenile just now, owing mainly to the balmy air of Brighton and 
the excellence of the refreshmong at The New Ship. A, SLOPER 
met his old pal the other morning, who was off to Portslade pigeon 
shooting, The Shifter cnsually observed that he didn’t think the 
birds were in much of a funk, and A. SLOPER concurred. 

. 


> 

THE troubles and trials appertaining to the profession of 
washerwoman are indeed many, and she is undoubtedly a person 
in whose shoes not many 
would like to. stand. 
The quantity of abuse 
poured on her lately 
trom dissatisfied — per- 
sons of both sexes, 
through the medium of 
the Daily Telegraph, 
made even MeGooseley 
blush, If we are to 
belli all the accu- 
sations levelled at her 
henighted head through 
he interesting columns 
f our contemporary, 
the sole ambition of the 
modern vundress is to 
cause as much incon: 
venience and expense to 
rer CUSLOMETS AS POss- 
ble. Now,s lotof this 
s bosh: the  washer- 
woman of to-day is a 
jewel to some of her 
predecessors, Linen 
cannot: be possibly ex- 
pected to wear for ever, 
though why the poor 
laundress should suffer 
in consequence, it is difficult for us to surmise, If the Sin-de- 
siecle masher is not content with things as they are, why not 
adopt the paper collar and dickey so dear to the hearts of the 
young bloods of old; washing. as far as they are concerned, 


would then become au unnecessary industry, 
ss? 


s 
To those who are fond of sensational drama, we would recom- 
mend a visit to the Princess's Theatre, where Eagle Jue is now 
being performed. The plot of the piece, ‘tis true, is very slight, 
but this cannot be said to detract from the play, which is both well 
acted and capitally staged, *,° 


The Prodigal Daughter is doing big business in its new home at 
Covent Garden, [n/A, SLOPER'S opinion, this up-to-date drama is 
just the piece to take your country cousin to see, and, judging by 
the crowded houses lately, a big lot of people seem tu be of the 
Eminent's way of thinking. se 

s 


FEELING inélined for a “gin crawl,’ and remembering @ long- 
standing engagement with the ever-gre¢u Teddy Swauborough, it 
was not surprising to see SLOPER the 
other evening endeavouring to weigh 
into the London Pavilion. The 
possession of a pair Of unsteady legs 
was rather a disadvantage, but, 
after a struggle with one or two lamp- 
posts and rows with innumerable . 
policemen, the deed was done, A. 
SLOPER =o sinking into the genial 
Teddy's arms with a sigh of relief. 
Restoratives in the shape of “Un- 
sweetened ” were at once obtained, and 
after the contents of three bottles had 
been consumed, the Eminent was him- 
self azain, and at once proceeded to 
sample the programme. The first 
artiste to engage his attention was 
Albert Chevalier, and it was only the 
strong arm of a friendly attendant 
that prevented hint from rushing on 
the stage to greet his old chum. Every 
one of the performers “tured on” ~- 
at this hall pleased the, Ancient One, ty 
and when evervthing is, 80 good, it is 
unfair to individualise. Suftice it to 
say that he calls upon all his admirers 
to visit the Pavilion at once, if pos- 
sible ;at any rate, the sooner the better. 


THE silver-plated pepper-box in the 
shape of S/oper's Hat, whict is on sale 
pretty well everywhere, is a novelty 
that ought not to be missed. The Eminent keeps cayenne in his 
one. They seem to think, at Mildew Court, it is more in keeping 
with the tropical tendency of his nature than the common or 
garden white pepper. Perhaps they are right after all. 


(Saturday, January 7, 1893. 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 
A @ALENDAR FOR THE WEEK EXDING JANUARY L4ITH, 1893. 


8th January, 1883.—Two boys were this day found frozen 


to death on mouutains near Crynant, South Wales. 


Renee Se 

Oth January, 1820.—Mrs. Starr Barrett died this day at 
Charlestown, atter fully rap saetis J one hundred and twenty ) ears 
of an active life. “She was seldom or never sick, and rather 
withered away like some majestic tree, which gradually loses its 
moisture, bus which the tempest has always spared.” | Her mortal 
sickness did not last a fortnight, and she left behind her half a 
dozen generations to the fifth and sixth removal. 


10th January, 1887. — There appeared at the London 
Taviiion this eveniug, tor the first time in this country, the tallest 
man whose height has been recorded in modern times, The new 
giant wasan Austrian named Winkelmeier, and bis height was 8 feet 
9 inches, which is over one foot more than that of Chang, the 
Chinese giant. Winkelmeier was born at Freidburg, near Salsbury, 
Upper Austria, in 1865, his parents being ina humble station in 
life. He was the youngest of a family of five children, none of 
whom are of abnormal stature, nor were his parents or grand parents 
tnusually tall, His fingers spanned two octaves ona piano, and 
the stretch of his arms was enurmous. Ile showed no develop- 
ment of this extraordinary growth up to the age of fourteen, but 
since then had been growing rapidly, A huge bed was constructed 
for him in the building of the Pavilion, 


llth January, 1569.—The first lottery in Englund com- 
menced this day, and continued incessantly day and night until 
the 6th of May following. It consisted of 40,000 lots at ten shil- 
lings. The profits were to go towards repairing the havens of the 
Biugiom, and it was drawn at the west door of St. Paul's 
Cathedral, 


12th January, 1844.—The Lyceum Theatre, London, was 


opened this day as a circus, 


13th January, 1835.—Raikes, under this date, writes :—" A 
Hew species ol robbery was practised the other day in Paris. A 
Freneh physician, with his wife and his daughter, nine years old, 
were standing looking at the prints ina window of Aubert’s, inthe 
Passage Vérododat, when the child exclaimed, ‘Oh! they are 
ulling my hair.’ On examination, it was found that some rogue 
nad cut off, close to the head, two Jong and beautiful plaits intu 
which her hair had been formed.” 


14th January, 1759.—This day George Guest, of Birming- 
ham, undertook for a wager to walk 1000 miles in twenty-eight 
days. This he accomplished without any difficulty. 


“A HAPPY NEW YEAR!” 


WiTH a bright, brand-new year we have started 
(If there's brightness in poweour? fogs!) : 
We can hardly regret having part 
With the one that has gone to the dogs. 
Though we wished every act would be xolden— 
Every thought might be certain to cheer, 
Jt was not greatest shakes with the old ‘un, 
And we wish you a Happy New Year! 


You have quarrelled, we know, with your sweetheart : 
It is useless to say that you've not, 
But let hands meet again, and heart wect heart— 
Let old bothers be quickly forgot, 
Let your tale of lost love be a told ‘un, 
And begin with a page bright and clear! 
Leave your troubles Pehind with the old ‘un— 
Start afresh with a Happy New Year ! 


WORSE THAN A NIGGER. 


WE gave the yule log another turn, and called upon old Captain 
Timberthrostle for a yarn. 

“ Lawks !" said he, with a side glance at Tom Tempertouch, who 
liad just related a wonderful fishing story, “1 don’t wish to dump 
my soul into purgatory, but, if you cant get anyone else to oblige, 
Vil tell yea little anecdote of my earlier davs. 1 was beatin’ up 
the Arkansas River many years ago in the Pimply Polly, and one 
day we had need of an axe, and, strange to say, we hadn't got one 
aboard, At the first landing we came to we rounded to, and I sent 
a fellow named Dennis O'’Moriarty O'Callaghan to the nearest 
cabin in quest of one. He got it; but when, after having used it, 
I told him to take it back with our thanks, he refused point blank. 
‘Why,’ said I, ‘what's wrong with ye?’ ‘Shure, capt’n, Oi'll tell ye,’ 
replied Dennis. ‘ Whin Oi wint up to the cabin, Oi saw a nate little 

| whoite woman, an’ axed her perloitely fur the loan of an axe, an’ 
she tou'd me to ax her husband, worrkin’ in the carrnfield. Whin 
Oi got there, Oi see a big black nager a-stundin’ hoein’ carrn, an’ 
Oi ses to him, ses Oi, © Where's your masther?"’ Says he, * Oi'm 
the masther.” An’ ses Oi, “ Oi'm afther aaskin’ the loan of an axe 
for haaf an hour.” Sez he, “Go down to the house an’ get it.” 
Well, Oi got the axe, capt’n, an’, as | wint by the door, ses Oi to 
mesilf, “Be Jabers! but Oi'll give her a bit av my moind.” So 
Oi poked my head in at the door, an’ Oi ses. ses Oi, “ Ain't. ve 
ashamed av yersilf to be havin’ a black nagar for a husband?” 
An’ ses she,“ Ha, nO!) 1 hada sister done worse than that.” An’ 
ses Oi, “ What was that, sure?” An’ ses she, “She married an 
Oirishman!" An’, bedad, yer honour, it’s no more Oi'm desirous 
av shpakia’ wid the dorrty intidel !'” 


oe eo 


A FACE IN THE CROWD. 


THEY mét.in the surging crowd, in the garish glare of the gas-lit 
shops, on Christmas Eve. One of them carried a goose, badly 
disguised, ina rush basket under his arm, whilst the other held a 
turket, whose décolleté costumeof half a Star left something to be 
desired on the score of propriety. Each had clearly spent the 
market penny, and drained the * just one drain” that must perforce 
be taken “begause it’s Christmas.” They recognised one another 
and nodded, In another minute they had shaken hands, 

“What d'yer say to one little drain, eh?” 

“Oh! [don't mind. It's seasonable.” 

* Jusso, Come along in;” and in they went. 
pe Y know,” said the first, as he raised his glass by his thumb and 
forefinger, “y'know your face isas familiar to meas my own gran’> 
father's, yet | never can remember names.” 

“Really! After all, I’m not. surprised at your not rememberin’ 
my name, seein’ as | ain't certain that you've ever ‘eard it.” 

“No! Where have we met, then?” 

“Why, I've been a near neighbour of yours for a long time. 

“Oh! then you live in Pinkwhiftin Villas, too?” 

“No, Ldon't; L live in Spangletummy’s Crescent.” 

“Then, how are you a near neighbour?” 

“Well—er—p'r'aps J should: not. have used exactly that term: 
but we often find each otherin the next box.” 

“In the next box !” 

“ Yes,” 

The Pinkwhiffin Villa's patrician had never been nearer the 
Italian Opera thaie Bow Street Police Station in his life, but he 
didn’t see the necessity for owning it, so he snid— 

“Oh! you go to the opert pretty frequently, then?” 

“Opera be blowed!" replied the autocrat of Spangtetnmmy 
Crescent; “I'm talking of Attenborough’s pop-shop, in tue Tgh 
Street. 1] generally see voninthere a-lumberin’ ver timepiece when 
i comes ina Monday mornin’ with the gilt-edged Family Bible. 
Say ‘when 2” 
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Ssturday, January 7, 1893.) 


PRINCE AND PUB. 


° Heir Apparent has, it is stated, a great horror of drunkenness, and will not 
The allow any public-louse on the Sandringham Estate.) 


H1s_ Royal Nibs, the 
Prince of Wales, 

Is grieved when one, 
through = drinking, 
fails (Lurliety. 
To say nought but 

On his estate at San- 
dringham 

There's not a pub. to 
sell a dram— 

Our Prince upholds 
sobriety. 


There's one who'll join 
our Future King, 

And in the praise of 
temperance sing 

In high or low so- 
ciety. 

He is the one to help 
the Prince 

The ardent “soaker” 
to convince, 
For SLOPER 
sobriety ! 


loves 


Of course, you know 
(and, pray, dont 
wink), 


In others SLOPER can't stand drink,; 
He loathes its impropriety. 
Yea, though he “tidley-winks ” at times, 
He hates (in print) this worst of crimes— 
Your ALLY loves sobriety ! 


ny 


“ALL'S WELL THAT ENDS,” ETC. 


Yes, I could have fairly 

kicked myself with annoyance. 
Under almost any other circum- 
stances | might have laughed, 
but now, after all the trouble I'd 
taken to get down for this par- 
ticular ball, to find that I'd 
either got to stay away alto- 
gether, or turn up looking like 
one-half of a pair of music-hall 
knockabouts was a trifle ruffling 
you'll admit, Not that I minded 
the nuisance of the thirty-five 
miles Journey from town, or the 
long, cold drive from the station 
to the friends where I was to 
dress, not l—it was the thought 
of Bianche—Blanche, the sweet- 
est, loveliest creature mortal 
eves ever rested on, that mad- 
dened me. This auspicious, 
anxiously -awaited 
night, too, when [ 
had determined to 
dare all and ask 
}lanche if—oh, it 
was (monstrous, 
and all) through 
the blaunked— 
blanked, infernal 
carelessness of the 
short, fat, measly, 
undersized little 
besst [travelled 
down with, who 
took my Gladstone 
from the carriage 
seat in mistake for 
his own. If ever 
man deserved a 
miunful, lingering 
death, that miser- 
able little shrimp 
—hang it, [ must 
go somehow, if only to catch a 
glimpse of—great jelly fisher! 
whit a tit! 


* * * 
No, it’s no good, T absolutely 
daren’t go into the ball-room. 
leople are talking about it now, 
take me for an escaped lunatic, 
Pee: I'm off, and if ever 
encounter that beastly 


* * * 
Rum go, wasn't it?) It didn't 
take long to effect a change in 
one of the upstair rooms, and 
positively he wasn’t such n bad 
little fellow after all, 1 saw 
him afterwards, looking as 
pleased as Punch, And Blanche? 
—well it’s only a question of 

asking pupa now, that’s all! 


Positively, if it didn’t make 
me feel as if I could have 
jumped on myself with vexn- 
tion. Any othertime, perhaps, 
I should have thought it a bit 
of a joke, but after all the 
sacrifices I'd made to get down 
to this hole, to discover that I'd 
either got to give it up alto- 
gether, or go resembling, for ali 
the world, the fat man of the 
two Armstrongs was enough to 
give a kangaroo the hump 
Don't imagine, please, that it 
was the beastly journey that I 
minded, or the wretched drive 
after to the people | was going 
with that annoyed me; it was 
thethought of Lucy—Lucy, the 
fairest, the most beautiful of 
her sex, that irritated me. It 
was the County 
Hunt Ball, She 
was sure to be 
present, and well 

had screwed up 
my courage to as 
her = whether— 
\ there, it was in- 
~ iquitous, and all 
‘entirely owing to 
the gross, culpable 
negligence of that 
‘great, Jong, lean, 

lanky, overgrown 
Urute, who — sat 
opposite me 
coming down, 
who drove off with 
my bag instead of 
his own, In my 
opinion hanging’s 
nu blanked sight 
too good for suc» 
an elongated ass—and—well 
dash it, | must get there, even if 
it’s only for asight of—colossal 
Scott! what do L look like? 


iJ * * 
No, it can’t be helped. 1 
really havent the pluck to 
face ’emall. Everybody knows 
it, I'll bet; fancy there's a 
maniac got loose shouldn't won- 
der, I'm going back, but let me 
ever come across that great 

ugly—why, it’s the very-— 

* 


* * 
Lucky meeting, wasu't it? 
Really, he wasn't half a bad 
sort of fellow, and he turned 
quite jolly when [To met him 
As to Lucy—well, it’s next 
month, 


_—— 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.”" 
No. 80.—Eve EL.ison. 


Duty has called to me vainly 
Since TI knew thee, O Queen of the 


Fair! 


For, adoring thee blindly—insanely, 
I've followed thee every where. 
Yes, I've followed thee everywhere, 

And 


with passionate words I've 
attacked thee, 


Till my master, aware 
That Ive started to care 
Nota jot for his business, has sack ed 


me, 


Virtue has called to me vainly 
Since the moment, O Queen of the 


Fair! 


When thy pretty lips said to me 


plainly, 
y fortunes thou never couldst 
share. 


My fortunes thou never couldst 


share, 


Since thy troth to another was 


given. 


So deep, deep in the Gulf of Despair. 
Into which by those words I wi 


driven, 


The Spirita of Evil have wooed me and won me, 


And righteous people shall spurn me and shun me. 
Oh, Eve, my affinity ! Eve, my divinity ! 
Why to the darkness of death am I driven 
By the hand that had drawn me so far towards heaven? 


SLOPER'S VAGARIES. 
No. 147.—HE MAKETH Music, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


———— 


THE CHESHIRE CHEESE, FLEET STREET, E.C., 
January 2nd, 1893, 

DEAR FRIEND ALLY,—I am venturing to offer you a suggestion 
with reference to your “Christmas Appeal,” which, | need scarcely 
add, has my cordial support, It is that every man, woman and 
child who owns the distinction of being your publicly proclaimed 
friend, and who, therefore, is entitled to attach the mystic 
characters F.O.S. to his or her name, should subscribe the sum of 
not less than one shilling, and not more than half a crown towards 
the laudable object which you have in view. Of course the tax 
would be quite voluntary, but this, 1 feel sure, would cause my 
brethren in your friendship tofrespond to it all the more cheerfully, 
Yours ever, VERO SHAW, F.O.S, 


ADELPHI THEATRE, December 19th, 1892. 
Dear Mr. Stoper.—l bey to inclose ls, 6/. towards your 
“Ally Sloper’s Fund for the Poor of London.” With every sood 
wish, | remain, yours faithfully, CLARA JECKS, 


TOOLE’s THEATRE, KING WILLIAM STREET, STRAND, 
December Vth, 1892. 

DEAR S1r,—I am desired by Mr. J. 1. Toole to meclose you the 
accompanying cheque for £1 12, as a contribution by him to % Ally 
Sloper’s Christmas Appeal.” Kindly own receipt of same to yours 
very truly, E.G. LOWNE, 


17 HAMILTON TERRACE, ST. JouN'’s Woop, N.W., 
December 2\st, 1892. 
DEAR StR,—I send you my mite, and hoping yeu may beat the 
record of last year, am yours faithfully, Il. 8S. MARKS, 


CLARENCE CHAMBERS, 12 ITAYMARKET, 
December 22nd, 1392. 
DEAR SIR,—In response to “ Ally Sloper's Christmas Appeal,” | 
have much pleasure in inclosing a cheque for £1 1s,—Yours very 
faithfully, ARTHUR CECIL, 


(N.B.—This is not, strictly speaking, a‘ Vagary.” It is an Algernonsensical 
Ode.) 
Was it cats that spake from the darkness of the tiles, 8 they, 


amorous, purred ? = 
Or the “sound of the son” of SLOPER, who at Walker and Crabbe 


did gird, . ‘ 
And dug into Nuttall his knuckles, till, sickened with hope 
deferred, A ome 
Ile bores of the mounting moon to proclaim him the Missing 
yord ? 


Was it Sikes that spake from the darkness, say at two of the morn 


or three, 
Enthralled and entrammelied in bondage of a burgloar-trap set for 


he, 
Till his passionate, passionless patience oozed out, and he spake— 


ah, me !— 

With forlorn and reluctant breath, 2 wee word that begins with D? 

Was it Snook that spake from the darkness, after wandering 
ziggity-wise, ‘ 

Slave of Dunville and serf of gin. while the pavements did fall and 
rise, 

Till, bound sant round with the handcuffs, and blinded with light 
that flies 

From the sound of the silent bull's-eye, he d——d the policeman’s 
eyes? 

Nay, ‘twas music that spake from the darkness—music more sweet 


to be heard 

Than the sound of the moon's fair splendour, or the song of the 
oof-laden bird : : 

Music whose note bade mortals quick leap from their couches, 


stirred 
Sy a plone passionless fear that an earthquake they surely 


heard ! 


“Twas music that spake from the darkness. A. SLOPER reposed in 
bed, 

And the snore of him spake iu the darkness, and the ghosts to 
their graveyards tled : F 

The snore of him spake in the darkness, and the gas glimmered 


green and red, : 
And the spiders, the rats, and the beetles fell down in Court 


Milfew, dead ! 


ALLY SLOPER’S 


CHRISTMAS APPFRAG 
FOR THE DESTITUTE POOR OF LONDON. 


SUBSCRIPTIONS ACKNOWLEDGED LAST WEEK, £132 11s. 1d. 

SINCE RECEIVED:—ALLY Storer, Esq., F.O.M. (weekly donation), £1: 
W. COLR, 58.; “BONES,” 48.; Mrs. TUCKER, 2s, 6d.; “ LITTLE MAY,” 2s, 6d. ; 
J. R. WEGUELIN, 10s.; Mrs. H. Tomas, Is.; HAROLD, 2s. 6d.; “ NOBODY'S 
OWN," 28.2 JENNY (Ball's Pond), 5s.; Members of “ Ally Sloper’s Sick Benefit 
and Mutual Aid Society,” 12s.6d.; CHARLIE and Rostk, 1s.; per W. F. ROBERT- 
SON, £1; CARLOTTA ADDISON, 2s, 6d.; W. JONES (Camberley ), 2s. 6d. ; M. Rus- 
SELL, Is. 6d.; KE. G. W., 28.; BE. A. KERMODE (7) (Birkdale), 2s. 6d.; JUAN A. 
CAICEDO, 58.3 “ ANON,," 28.3) J. H.W. 58.2 B. FAUSTIN, £1 18.3 JACK, 28. 6d. ; 
TED and BERTIF, 5d.; SENID 18,5 Mrs, Curtis, 1s,; C. W.C., 18.3 “GBo,” 
Is: BE. K. JoNrS. F.OS., 28, 6d.; ©. C., 7s. Gd; HAYDN P. COWELL, 58.3 
; ‘ SUMNER, £1182 G. A. F. 2s. 6d.3; A. G.N., 28, 6d.; “ MAISIF,”* 
£1 Os. 4d.; CICELY RICHARDS, 58.3 “ KENSINGTON,” 108,; FRANK BERRY, 5s, ; 
B. E.C., 2s. 6d.; A. DEWAR WILLOCK, 10s.; 8S. BR, 108.; ECKINGTON, 6d. ; 
E. C. SILVERTHORNE, F.O.S., 10s,; O.T., 28.3 F.S., 28; FRED ROR, 2s. 6d.; 
* SouTH BOROUGH —HACKNEY,” 2s. 6d.; G. HASLETT, £1 11s, 6d.; * XARIFA,” 
2s, 6d. ; CHAS. COBORN, 5s.; “ ANON.” (Bicester), 2s.6d.; RICHARD WARE, £1; 
ALFRED DIXON, 6d.; W. F. B., 6d.; ERNIE and DOLLY, 3s,; ERNEST HALL, 13, 

Making a total received up to December 27th, 1892, £148 19s. 10d. 


THE SWIFTEST ON RECORD. 
Swirt—very swift—is the sky-seeking flight 
OF the fifth-of-Novembery rocket : 
Swift is the hand of the Faginese wight 
As it enters the gold-laden pocket, 
Swift isthe march of the luckless lost loon 
Who the path to Avernus is treading : 
Swift is the swish of the “cantie auld shoon” 
That are thrown at the bride on her wedding. 
Swift are the circumgyrations untold 
Of the gossip of five o'clock tea-dames : 
Swift at securing each chance to win gold 
Is the man who in life to succeed aims. 
Swift is the run of the gallant young swain 
‘To the house where his lady-love waits him: 
Swift from the domicile tlies he again 
When the boot of her sire elevates him. 
Yet swilter by far than all swiftnesses are 
Is the constable’s swiftness in taking 
Ilis badge off his arm as he enters a bar, 
And replacing it there after “slaking !!" 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

THE (H)at o' Mic(k) Theory: Wearing a brimless topper with a 
“dudheen”™ stuck in the band of it. 

Why is your wife's wardrobe like a melancholy policeman ?— 
Secause it's X-pensive, 

It is quite appropriate that,ata political meeting, fiery outburs!s 
should be made by a Hecla(r). 

WHEN a trout-fisher’s net has been mended _ preparatory to the 
diluvial season, it reminds you of the building of Babel, It's 
something mended (men did) before the Flood, 


SLOPER'S SELECT LIBRARY. 


THE FREAKS OF FORTUNE. 


——— 


CHAPTER VI. 
Rut the satisfaction with which George Smith surveyed his 
present position and future prospects was destined to receive a 


SoA a OY 
a’ 3 > 


The audience. 


rude shock, As time passed, the exhibition, in course of its regular 
circuit, approached the district in which nestled his native village, 
Day by day, in his lonely box, he dreamed of the time when he 
would once more see his darling Mary,and he had thought several 
times of how he would contrive to arrange a meeting with her. 

That he had not made any marked progress to putting himself 
ona social level with the lady was true, but still he was better off 
than when he last saw her. His money had accumulated slowly 
but surely, for there was little occasion to dissipate it. It was 
usually after public-house hours ere our hero could dott his dis- 
guise, and his coin was therefore unspent, 

"Twas a Saturday on which Harmon's Colossal Aggregation 
arrived at the village. and the fact brought joy to George Smith's 
heart. He felt that,as Sunday was an off day, he could steal out to 
Mary's father’s farm and make an effort to meet her. He had no 
fear of being recognised during the performance by those who had 
known him inthe past. His disguise was complete, and no one 
could have discovered the contemned and neglected uper, 
Smith,in the brilliant import from the banksof the Nile. He 
even wished that Mary 
might be present at a 

verformance, He felt that 
ver presence would inspire 
him to even more brilliant 
feats than usual. 

Harmon's Colossal Ag- 
gregation was a_ huge 
attraction in the district, 
and at each exhibition the 
auditorium was crowded, 
The crocodile’s perform- 
ance was every time a 
great success, and George 
Smith felt a thrill of satis- 
faction that even in his 
native village he was a 
triumph. He saw the 
friends of his childhood 
applaud his efforts, and 
jthough he was anony- 
mous, vet he felt gratified, 
Eagerly he had scanned 
the audience in ho 
that he would see _ his 
loved one, but it was not 
till the last exhibition for 
the night that his eye 
caught sight of her, aud 
then—she was inthe com- 
pany of the hated Thorn- 
buy, whom her father had 
desired that she should 
wed, 

Even a crocodile has 
emotions, and these emo- 
tions are doubly acute when they cannot get expression True, he 
might have had recourse to tears without exciting surprise among 
the audience, because the audience usually expected tears from a 
crocodile, but he could not afford to waste these outside the usual 
performance, Sadly he went through his part of the entertain. 
ment, the more sadly that Mary seemed to enjoy it. He enashed 
his teeth with more than usual energy and ferocity ; but the tiner 
touches of his business were performed. listlessly. He threw little 
vigour into the dance, which, on other occasions, was wont to pro- 
duce a furore of applause ; and as he grunted forth his alleged song, 
it was more like a dirge than it had ever been before. 

When he revched the fortune-telling part of the exhibition, he 
suddenly began to exhibit more animation than before. He 
pointed out the boy who stole the sugar and did not like to go to 
school ; he pointed out the young woman who was fond of a kiss 
in the dark with due regularity ; but when it came to pointing out 
the biggest rogue in the company, he deviated from the orthodox 
performance of pointing out the proprietor of the show, which was 
more gratifying to the tender susceptibilities of the audience than 
the selection of one of themselves. 2 

Slowly round the ring he went, till he was in front of Farmer 
Thorubuy. Then he pointed stcruly towards that agriculturist, 


A rival. 


An unrehearsed piece of business. 


and, wheeling round, suddenly did a hitherto unrchearsed piece of 

comic business by hoisting up his tail and letting it slap Thornbuy 

right on the stomach, Thornbuy was knocked heels over head, 

and had to be assisted away to be examined by the village doctor. 
(To he continucd nest week.) 


‘Se alee e ee eee 
~~ 
8 ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. [(Saturday, January 7, 1893. 
THE CANDID FRIEND. 
; THES “F.OS.” PORTRAIT GALLERY. 
; \ . 
f 
“suy, Bob, shall 4 have w penny weigh on tl 4 
machine?” “Cut that moustache off first, old man, 
You'll burst the works.” 
oe = 
No, 289,-Mr. PJ. RUMNEY, F.O.S, 
“In presenting the above excellent likeness of the genial pro- Dramatic Author (cho has only recently perpetrated a three-act comedy). Wiat do you think of my new es  // E 
prictor of the world-famed Ridge's Food, A. SLOPER feels that he play 7 i oe 5 = 
las made a particularly appropriate selection, Family joarnal ” Priend. Well, if you ent ont the first and third acts, rewrite the second, and send it to the music-hall as a “Please, kind sir, could you spare « pair of home ok 
asthe *HALE-Honipvy is, the delight of every home, the com- sketeh, vou may yet do something with it. trousers for a shivering family of ten ? 
ponion of every fireside, what more fitting subject for our oe ae 
biographer’s pen could have been found than the individual to 
whose nourishing and sustaining preparation so many owe their A SPOI LED TRAGEDY. 
health a he whose magic * Food * 
sened, perchance, the horrors of 
benefactor of mankind that our 
‘laim our attent the world of sport is he 
I shining star, whose radiance illumines the coach- 
1 nerve and clever hands control the 
» far-famed * Wonder’? = Truly does 
erve also the designation wlich has 
. he ‘tools’; for which reason 
etly he was e ‘ and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ 
presented to him October 29th, 1892.°—Debrett Improved, 
Oe ead apes 
Flunkey. This ‘ere paper says 2s ‘ow Lornestick suvvants is 
rapidly a-comin’ to the front. 
Slarew. My word, Wilkins, just look at them ‘ere carves o° 
venrs,  ‘Thev don't seem te care about stoppin’ behind, either. 
(1) The weather was, indeed, seasonalile and * New Yearish” as Stonebroke plodded against the wall to rest themselves. “He breathes, and I may yet save him!" cried 
homeward from the Qotley'’s party. Suddenly a puff of wind struck the under side of the valiant: Stonebroke. — (5) And, bursting from his ambush, he dashed at the 
| his three-and-six penny samp, and Stonebroke instantly found himself shelterless,—— assassins, and, by a couple of well-directed lows, stretched them prone upon the 
f (2) Luckily the ruins of Crossbones Abbey were nigh at hand, and offered a defence earth.—(6) Instantly turning to the disabled man, the gallant rescuer attempted 
' from the pitiless storm. Peering from belinda buttress as the weather cleared again, to revive him by holding his tlask to his lips. The vietim took a Jong, steady pull, 
Stonebroke observed an ominous shadow east by the pale moonlight on an ivy-clad and observed, * Thanksh, old boy. Thash the best drop of — hie — Scosh I've tashe 
wall opposite, Twe murderers, doubtless, bearing away the corpse of their vietimn. — hie — tashted to-night! You Il ‘seushe me, but you seem crossh with my — hie — 
——(3) A moment later the v ns caine in sight, moving slowly in the direction of friendsh here, Capital boysh, but drunksh as ticks, I'm seein’ “em home, you know, 
f the horrified wateher’s place of concealment. (4) A faint groan, showing that life You'll — hie — 'scuse ‘em, I'm sure. Only little New Year's celebrash'n at the Cat 
Was not quite extinet, broke from the helpless vietim as the ruffians propped him up and Bagpipes—see? Havesh a drinksh yourshelf.” 
A DESERTER. GIFLS SLOPER’S KISSED. ABSENT-MINDED. 
There was a young man of Sark 
Accustomed to chirp like « lark, 
Till a friend, by name Tack | 
Observed that te quack | 
Would be, perhaps, nearer the mark. | 


Thm. See, Women's: Kiahts: Federation, What! giving up 
Women's Rie What are vou going to do next ¥ 
Af.ss, Barel te Ob, Pi yer in for Women’s Lets, 
Hon, See, Women's Lefts? Wat's that ? : 
Miss Kareluforty., Widowers. ‘Ta-ta! [Murries on, 


“Is your master at home?" “Yes, sir. He ean't go out, 


because I'm just taking his boots to be mended.” 


“99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C.—Saturday, January 7, 1893. 
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